Candice walked to her locker, going about her usual school routine. She grabbed her books and checked 
herself in the small mirror she kept on the inside of the door, adjusting the pink ribbon that held her long bl 
onde locks in a ponytail that ran down her green long-sleeved shirt and ended at her black sweat pants. 
Once she was satisfied with how she looked, she closed her locker only to give a small scream when she 
suddenly saw 2 people standing behind it. It was Emma and Carrie, two girls that were always playing pra 
nks on her with varying (yet always humiliating) results. 


“W-what do you two want?” Candice asked nervously, her eyes almost wide enough to fill out her large g] 
asses. 


“Don't look so scared,” Emma said, “we're just here to help our friend.” 
“| don’t need the kind of help you give.” Candice said sternly. 

“Aww come on,” Carrie chimed in, “We just like to have fun with you.” 
“Being stripped in public isn’t fun!” 

“Then maybe you'll listen to our deal.” Emma replied. 

“What deal?” 


“We’re going to play one more prank on you. If you let is go through with it, we'll never bother you again.” 
Emma explained. 


Candice’s face little up, overjoyed with the idea of finally being left alone by these two. 


“Really?” She asked excitedly before narrowing her eyes in suspicion, she knew these girls loved their pra 
nks too much to let go of them easily, “Wait, what is this prank?” 


“It’s really simple actually,” Carrie said, “You let someone give you a wedgie in the hallway between class 
es.” 


“That’s it?” Candice asked, surprised at how simple it seemed, “No catch?” 

“You’re even smarter than we thought,” Emma said, “the catch is that we won’t be the ones giving you the 
wedgie. You have to go out there and beg for someone to do it. You also have to smile the whole time an 
d act like you enjoy it.” 

Candice’s eyes were wide once again. She couldn’t do that, could she? Would being spared those future 
pranks even be worth being seen as some wedgie obsessed exhibitionist? How could she act happy whil 
e getting something as painful as a wedgie? Was there some other catch they were holding off on telling 
her? She thought it over for a moment before giving her answer. 

“You promise you'll leave me alone if | do it?” She asked. 

“As long as you enjoy it.” Emma replied. 


“Alright. I'll do it.” 


Both of the pranksters were dumbfounded at how quickly she agreed, they thought it would take a lot mor 
e convincing than that. 


“Well, o-ok” Carrie stuttered in surprise. 


Candice walked out of the locker room into the hallway with the two girls following closely behind her. The 
halls were packed with students either talking to each other or looking their phones. Candice realized that 
it would be difficult to try and pull someone away from their conversation to do this. 


“How am | supposed to ask them?” She asked Emma 
Emma responded by whispering in her ear words that made her face turn red. 
“| can’t say that.” Candice said quietly. 


“Hey, it’s either that or this.” Emma explained as she tugged Candice’s pants, slightly exposing the top of 
her butt. 


“Alright, alright.” Candice said quickly. 
She took a couple of steps forward, took a deep breath, and repeated the lines Emma had given her. 
“I’m a naughty girl!? Won’t someone come and give me a big wedgie!?” 


Her words echoed slightly as the hallway went dead silent. Everyone turned to look at the red faced girl. E 
xpressions ranged from ones of confusion, to shock, to second hand embarrassment. Candice just stood t 
here with her eyes shut tight and her face glowing red. 


“Come on,” She thought to herself, “can’t someone just come and get it over with?” 


After a few more seconds of total silence, save for a few giggles from some of the more amused students, 
one girl stepped up behind Candice and put her hands down her pants. Candice flinched a little when her 
cold hands made contact with her butt. 


“Are you sure about this?” The girl asked. 


Candice recognized that voice. She turned around to look at the person taking her offer. It was Angela, an 
other girl Candice had class with. Candice had seen this girl give wedgies to other girls before and it neve 
r ended well. The one on the receiving end usually wound up either with a broken pair of panties or hangi 
ng from some kind of pole (Sometimes even both). Candice did her best to remain optimistic. She was al 
ways nice to this girl, maybe she would take it easy on her. 


“Yes, please hurry up and start. I’m such a nerd!” Candice said, going along with the narrative Emma had 
forced upon her. 


With that confirmation, Angela grabbed Candice’s panties and pulled up hard. Candice’s heels were imme 
diately lifted off the ground. She let out a small squeal as she felt the soft cotton turn into what felt like a h 
ard wire digging into her butt crack. 


As Angela kept tugging, Candice remembered the conditions of this dare. She forced a smile to try and pl 
ease the two that got her into this. She looked over at them to see if they were ok with what she was doin 
g. They weren’t. They motioned for her to do more. Reluctantly, Candice started talking again. 


“Uh no! Someone’s giving me a wedgie. | hope no one sees.” She cheesly said, trying to throw in a few fa 
ke moans. 


The crowed started laughing after the shock of the situation wore off. Everyone in the hallway did their be 


st to get into a huddle near Candice and Angela to get a closer look. Calls of “nice undies Candice”, “look 
s like Candice loves wedgies!”, and “who knew this girl was such a wedgie freak” came along with the gen 


eral cheers and laughter. 


Angela was confused, but still obliged, pulling even harder than before. This hard tugging came around a 

n embarrassing price however, as each pull made Candice’s loose fitting sweatpants to fall down. Candic 

e noticed that her pants were starting to slip! She went to pull them up, only to see Emma and Carrie shak 
ing their heads. Angela kept pulling, causing Candice’s pants to slip down her butt, starting to tease the h 

allway crowd the top of her bubble but. She desperately wanted to pull them up now, but the other girls sti 
ll refused to let her. Now, on top of the wave of pain between her cheeks, the rubbing against her that cau 
sed public pleasure, she also felt her practically bare butt jiggle with each pull. The crowds laughter flared 

up again upon seeing this, calls of “Look how much it jiggles” and accusations like “she must want people 
to see her butt.” This is untrue of course, she was screaming like a mad woman inside, but she managed 

to hold her smile, despite how difficult it was becoming to do so. 

Candice’s bubble butt now jiggling violently caused her pants to fall faster, slipping past her bubble-butt gi 
ving everyone a full view just how much the wedgie was digging into her butt and displaying the front of h 

er panties. Candice’s face was fully red, but held on to her smile, to win the bet. 


As her sweatpants finally fell to her ankles, Candice looked at her friends once again for confirmation. The 
y didn’t shake their heads this time, but they did tell her to do something else. Emma put her hands aroun 
d her mouth and started mouthing out words while Carrie made a subtle yanking motion with both of her h 
ands. Candice couldn't tell exactly what they wanted her to say, but she got the idea. 


“Pull harder!” She yelled, “I love it when my bubble butt is exposed! I’m such a naughty girl!” 


Angela pulled even harder, stretching Candice’s panties enough to fit them over her head. Candice held h 
er smile over gritted teeth as she got the biggest, most painful wedgie she’d even received. Each tug conti 
nued to rub against her, making her moans honest. She looked at her friends once again thinking surely t 
his would be enough. It wasn’t. Emma turned around and bent over slightly while Carrie pretended to spa 
nk her. Again, Candice got the idea. 


“Please spank my bubble butt! I’ve been a bad girl!” She yelled, her voice a mixture of pain and humiliatio 
n. 


Angela was confused, but still did as she was told. Holding Candice up by her underwear with one hand, t 
he surprisingly strong woman brought her hand raised her hand. 


“Are you sure about this?” She asked. 
“Y-yes, please hurry!” Candice replied. 


Angela then brought her hand down hard on Candice’s right butt cheek, causing a loud smack to echo thr 
ough the hallway. Candice couldn't help but moan loudly as the painful contact was made. Everyone coul 
d hear Candice’s public moans across the hallway as Angela continued to slap Candice’s butt, causing th 
e soft flesh to jiggle uncontrollably as her hand made contact. Each slap seemed harder than the last, ma 
king it increasingly difficult to for Candice to keep smiling, but the worse had yet to come. 


Candice was too busy trying not to moan any louder as the she was being spanked, that she didn’t notice 

the force of the slaps loosening the buttons on her shirt. When she finally did notice, she was horrified. Sh 
e looked down the newly created opening in her shirt to see her breasts bouncing and jiggling freely. She 

hadn't worn a bra that day. She was too scared that it would have shown through the thin material of her s 
hirt. She was greatly regretting her decision to do so, a visible bra would’ve been a much better option tha 
n what was to come. 


Slap by slap, button by button, Candice’s breasts were being slowly exposed, much to her dismay and he 
r audience’s pleasure. It wasn’t long before the final button gave way, leaving her moderately sized boobs 
completely uncovered. She went to cover herself but saw Emma shaking her head and stopped. The cro 


wd was laughing even harder, now whistling and calling out “Candice must love being an exhibitionist!” “L 
ook how much see likes it!” “Candice likes it kinky!” Against these odds, Candice managed to somehow k 
eep forcing her smile, but her moans not a secret. 


On top of this, each slap to her ass was now causing her bare breasts to bounce and jiggle in front of ever 
yone. Candice’s breasts had been exposed to her fellow classmates before, but never in such an obscen 
e way. She was also able to cover up most of those times as well, but now she was being denied that righ 
t. But it was worth it right? If Emma and Carrie were true to their word, then this would be the final humiliat 
ion she would face. 


“Why isn’t she covering herself?” a voice from the crowd asked. 


“Isn’t it obvious? Candice wants you to take pictures!” Carrie responded, not helping Candice’s situation a 
t all. Some people took out their phones to capture this erotic moment. 


“D-do you want me to stop now?” Angela asked. She seemed to be the only one concerned about Candic 
e in any way. 


Candice looked at Emma again, desperately hoping to get the ok to end this. Emma shook her head, cau 
sing Candice to give a small sigh. 


“No. Don't stop. | need more!” She cried. 
“But your-“ 
“I know, just keep going. | want everyone to see how naughty | am!” 


Angela kept spanking faster and faster, turning Candice’s butt into a pair of bongo drums, each cheek jigg 
ling wildly. Some of the girls in the crowd starting to imitate drum like songs singing “Da-da-da! Da! Da-da 
-da!” The slaps against her butt in rapid succession and the wedgie digging into her butt only had to last a 
bit longer. 


“Just- agh -just a little more -mmm- then it'll be -Ahh- it’ll be over forever.” She thought to herself. 
“Hey! Candice!” A familiar voice called out. 


Candice opened her eyes to see Carrie motioning for one big pull with both of her hands, with Emma stan 
ding next to her holding up one finger. Was this it, was it almost over? She just had to endure one more tu 
g on her panties and she’d be done with these humiliating pranks? 


“St- Aghh- start pulling again.” Candice said, interrupted by one more hard slap, “Give it everything you ha 
vel” 


Angela officially stopped holding back. She pulled up as hard as she possibly could, lifting Candice off the 
ground. There was now an audible sound as her panties were stretched to their absolute limit. Not being 
able to lift any higher, Angela stepped on Candice’s fallen sweatpants, bringing her feet back to the groun 
d. This caused Candice’s underwear to go deeper into her butt that she thought was even possible. She 
wouldn’t have to deal with this pain for long however, as it was only a matter of time before- 


*SNAP* 


Her panties broke apart, causing Angela to lose her balance and fall on her back. Candice fell forward an 
d landed on all fours, sticking her now bare ass in the air and her naked breasts onto the cold tiled floor. T 
he laughter reached its highest point with the flashes of cameras and comments like “bubble butt” and “ni 
ce ass” filling the halls. Candice tried her best to keep up her smile, as she ran away instead, stumbling o 


ut of her pants and losing her shirt. She covered only her front, leaving her jiggling bubble-butt and bounci 
ng boobs for hall to see. As she ran, she looked side to side and saw all the other girls laughing and starin 
g at her. She closed her eyes and put her head down. Eventually, it got to be too much. She kept her smil 
e, hoping it would be enough to satisfy her friends. 

“No!” She blurted out, “Stop looking at me! This is so embarrassing!” 

“You don’t look embarrassed!” A voice from the crowd yelled. 

“Yeah, if you feel so bad, why are you smiling about?” Another voice called out. 

“She’s lying! She loves this!” A final voice cried. 

Emma and Carrie watched from behind and heard Candice’s little outburst. 

“She’s still smiling.” Emma said, “Does that count?” 

“No,” Carrie said, “the deal was to not act embarrassed.” 


“Oh well. Looks like we have to keep doing this.” 


“Such a shame. She was so close too.” 


